in my efforts to look into the second story of the little house. But I persisted, hoping thus perchance to catch a glimpse of its occupants. How I did wish to know what was in there I And one day to my surprise I found out.
Mother had decided to have us photographed, and as soon as we older children were dressed we were sent out-doors to wait. Perhaps I was " dared " by a playfellow, perhaps it was my own childish wish prompting me: I ran up the steps and rang the bell. The door opened and there in the doorway stood the little old lady in her immaculate apron and spectacles. I did not know what to say to her, I wished that mother were near at hand that I might run to her. In the midst of my confusion a child sang out: "She's going iv have her picture took! " The old lady looked at me and smiled. She called to [59]pile packed into Mrs. Stone's pedlar's basket every morning, but [S3]
